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then the Manmundir, an observatory built two hundred
years ago by the Emperor Akbar.
I had heard of a palace of monkeys, which all tourists
never failed to visit. A Parisian naturally imagined himself
about to behold something like the celebrated monkey-
house in the Jardin des Plantes. But there was nothing
of the sort I found that this palace was a temple, called
the Dourga-Khound, situated a little beyond the outskirts,
The monkeys were by no means shut up in cages. They
roamed freely through the courts, leaping from wall to
wall, climbing to the tops of enormous mango-trees, noisily
disputing over the parched corn brought by tbeir visitors,
and to which they are very partial
There, as everywhere else, the Brahmins, who keep the
Dourga-Khound, levy a small contribution, which evidently
makes this profession one of the most lucrative in India.
It is needless to say that we were rather done up by the
heat, as towards evening we began to think of returning to
Steam House. We had breakfasted and dined at Secrole,
In one of the best hotels of that English town, and yet
I must say that the cuisine made us regret that of
Monsieur Parazard,
As we were stepping into our boat to return to the
right bank of the Ganges, I again caught sight of the
Bengalee a short distance from us. A skiff containing a
Hindoo was waiting for him, into which he got Did he